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were supposed to inhabit its tortured peaks. His father-in-
law's village was the only one in the vicinity. If I had a cup of
coffee, he thought, I should feel better: something to eat and a
boy playing the victrola. He had got soft living here. And
now he was paying for it.
He thought of his near seduction. Had he been wise to
resist temptation? The sexual act, as Channel called it, was so
damned inconclusive... a climax that was an anticlimax. A
man never knew if he had achieved anything. He himself had
never achieved anything. He wanted babies: many babies:
fat ones that laughed and cried and gurgled and stole things
and sent him crazy with annoyance. Then you knew you had
done something. There they were, to fall over. The 'house
littered with diapers and toys and baby carriages -.. -smelling
of milk and powder... of babies. He knew that if this were so
he would probably leave the whole business in disgust, but at
the same time it would be satisfactory, once it was over, in
retrospect. That, after all, was the only satisfaction one ever
got: the hope before and the memory after. Yes, he wanted
babies, and breakfast.
A flock of guinea fowls ran across the road in front of the car.
They were obscene like lice. They ran crouching on invis-
ible legs. He hated them with their raucous cries, their bare
blue and red crested heads, their white spotted feathers. He
hated their idiocy and their cunning. Besides they were gen-
erally tough. Then he saw a snake, a big one. It was a python
as thick through as his thigh. He hoped it would .eat the
guinea fowl, but this seemed unlikely. There was no justice.
Some natives ate snakes. One day he would try one. He/liked
to try strange foods: snails, octopus, iguanas, osifrich<eggs,!peii-
guin eggs with then* opalescent whites... anything new.
He kept thinking about food, which made him ashamed.
This was not the moment for gastronomical recollection, '-He
should be above such things. He was riding to the rescue of a
maid. His was a mission of honor. He was... Well^whatever